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to and subsidized such evil beasts as Dipovan; and so
they besmirched our good name.
The villagers desired to feast us, and we walked
through the deep forest of fine beeches and oaks, straight
and slim and seventy foot high, until we came to a
spring that had cut its way through black rocks down
in a shady valley. Some sultan had built it up with
marble, making a basin and calling it Tash Delen or the
" Rock Cutter.'9 The water-carriers came to it to
draw the exquisite water and sold it in the thirsty streets
of Stambul.
There we lay in the shade on beds of leaves, with the
peasants ranged round us. Many of the types of the
Ottoman peasantry were there. There was the Head-
man, a great heavy dark Armenian, with a hoarse laugh
and a mouth full of black teeth, brutal faced and boister-
ous. He had been chief huntsman to Sultan Abdul
Hamid. His lean, rat-faced brother, who made bread
and sold groceries at a good profit in the village, was
there. They were both great drinkers of alcohol.
There were Greek and Armenian women, with their
husbands, chattering like starlings and wearing yards of
pleated bloomer trousers, little waistcoats over their
blouses and coloured handkerchiefs tied round their
masses of glorious hair. Many of them were good-
looking women, but they grow old and ugly quickly.
Spring here is short, and then comes summer with its-
burning suns that patches the land and air ; and in such
a climate women and flowers alike grow quickly, come
to their prime early, and then shrivel and pass.
There were Turks with great belts round their middles